BARBARIAN STORIES

country, just dull, straight vineyards all round and
the empty, dusty plain; and at the other side the sea
heaving and twisting slowly and waiting for the
moon. Sometimes I longed for that day to end, and
sometimes I could not bear that darkness should
come again with all its power. They gave me bread
and cheese for supper.

When I was finishing the lame man came in. He
sat on the bench opposite me and began talking in a
low voice but so that I could hear. He told me what
was being done to the Brothers even while we were
sitting there, sometimes in the open, and sometimes
shut away in dark holes under the streets. He talked
about fire and racks and a wheel with spikes that
kept on turning. He told me just what happened.
He wouldn't stop for a moment and I couldn't
speak. I wanted to ask about my mother, and he
seemed to know: he went on to tell me more
about what happened to the women. And God did
nothing.

He told me to come over and sit by him, and I went,
as well as I could for shaking. He began to stroke
my face and neck, saying he would save me from it all.
I don't know how long that went on, but suddenly he
was very close, and again I thought of Lucius, and I
jumped up and ran to my room and shoved the bolt
across; and bolted the shutters too and stood quite,
quite stilL He came slowlydown the passage,limping,
and tried my door. He must have stayed there more
than an hour, because after a time I saw the thin edge
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